Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 






L'4 . 



•% • 






HJ 



J2S. 




600011681N 



- / 




r..^:i^^-^ 



*^ 



t 



'i:t- 



THE 



LAST SIGH OF THE MOOR: 



A POEM. 



BY THE 



REV. GEORGE HUGHES, 

CURATE OF HORNINGSHEATH. 



LONDON: 
T. CADELL, STRAND, 

M DCCC XXIX. 



TO THE 



Right Hon- the EARL JERMYN. 



My Lord, 
The following Poem originated in a desire to 
cheat the hours of a tedious illness, and employ 
the " laborious idleness" of a summer's interval 
from parochial duty in an occupation not un- 
amusing to myself, if not unprofitable to my 
friends; the next object was to fix upon a 
theme not unsuited to my profession; and the 
third, to secure the patronage best becoming the 
nature of the subject. Hence my appeal to your 
Lordship, so readily and kindly accorded. If it 
be the intention of the Poem to recommend a 
tolerant spirit in the exercise of our Protestant 
faith, by carrying the attention back to those 
early days when Christianity was indebted to 
Roman Catholic zeal for the conversion of the 
infidel ; — if it would inculcate the strong 
necessity for averting from our fellow-men 
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the horrors of slavery; — if, in a word, it would 
lend its little aid to the spread of Christian 
principles and practice, — that good intention 
could not be better manifested than by seeking 
for its Patron the name of a Nobleman allied to 
every liberal feeling; who, whether in the pub- 
lic discharge of his obligations as a senator, or in 
the private exercise of his duties as a man, 
equally upholds the best and purest principles 
of Christianity. But I will abstain from the 
language of panegyric, which is always distaste- 
ful to diffident merit; and trusting it will be 
your Lordship's judgement that I have not for- 
gotten to "point the moral," though I may have 
failed in my endeavours to " adorn the tale," 
I remain, 

My Lord, 
with the greatest respect, 

your Lordship's obedient 

and obliged servant, 
George Hughes. 

Hastings, October 1, 1829. 



PREFACE. 



The elegant author of the " Conquest of 
Granada," compiled from the Spanish Chronicles 
of that period, in his detail of the several sieges, 
has made allusion to a young and beautiful 
maiden, a captive Moor, and a Christian youth, 
also a captive, who laboured to convert her to 
Christianity. This has furnished the somewhat 
scanty material for the following Poem. The 
characters given to the chief personages, the 
Christian and Moorish kings and queens, will 
be found in strict accordance with the historical 
record of the Holy Crusade, professedly under- 
taken for the extirpation of the Moslem, and the 
establishment of the Christian creed. 



THE 



LAST SIGH OF THE MOOR. 



** Allah ! our God is great ! — ^to war! to war! — 

'^ Hark ! Victory's promise lures thee from afar ! 

** Rouse thee, Boabdil, burst this recreant dream, 

'^ And school thy spirit to a sterner theme : 

" Arm, arm for Granada,* — away — away; 

*' Put on thy strength, and wear unbounded sway. 

" Speed where a conquest will a throne reveal, 

^' Nor wear out life, a vassal to Castillo ! 

^' Sleeps Moorish chief, and woman's voice the while 

'^ Sounds in his ear? the foeman well may smile ! 10 

'^ Boabdil, heard ye not yon donjon moan 

'^ The sweetest strain ascending to the throne ? 



* £1 Zagal, (the Cruel,) uncle to Boabdil, the ex-kiog of Granada, 
was now the occupant of that uneasy throne. 
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Hark to its echo, glorious to the brave! 

'Tis the loud moaaiug of some Christian slave ! 

Bethink thee, Monarch, of that mountain fight,* 

The rich repast of slaved and slaughtered knight, 

Spain's haughtiest sons, — and captive at our will. 

Each conquered standard of once proud Castille. 

Muse, chieftain, muse on this, and raptured hear 

Those captive moanings trebled to thine ear. 20 

Yes ! ere another mom shall wake to life, 

A nobler conquest crowns a fiercer strife ; 

But if, averse from fight, thy coward heart 

Shrinks from the thought to play such warrior part. 

Put off with manly deeds thy mail-ed garb; 

Be mine to court the lance, the poisoned barb : 

Frail as I am, to dare what deed I can. 

And ape and shame, the while, weak dastard man! 

These, thy more fitting province, now be mine ; 

To dream, and doubt, and wear the woman, thine ! 30 

Prophet of God ! Mohammed ! from on high 

list the strong prayer and heed the straining eye : 

Forth on this doubting King thy spirit pour. 

And wake to warrior-deeds the dreaming Moor J 



97 



* The battle of Ihe mountain pass, in which the Christians were 
defeated with great slaughter. 
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Thus spake Morayma,* and the Moorish King 

Writhed to her speech as child to serpent's sting : 

Half won to dare the deed, hut douhting still 

Between the promised prize and wavering will ; 

And there was much to sharpen memory's sting : 

.Mora3rma's past was thought's perpetual spring ; 40 

For thought, however bitter, nourished hate, — 

And hate revenge — revenge would quicken fate. 

A Queen, a Moorish Queen ! and tamely bear 

Wrongs that the weakest breasts disdain to wear ! 

Her monarch-lord,t dethroned and captive borne, 

A mark for craven's speech and victor's scorn. 

And her brave boy to happiest promise grown, 

The young disputer of a future throne ; 

That child of promise, hostage to the foe : — 

Well might such breast with hope of vengeance glow ! 50 



* Ayxa, the mother-in-law of Boabdil, was in fact the master- 
spirit here alluded to, and Morayma the timid queen. The illus- 
trious ladies have changed characters, to suit the purpose of the 
poem. 

t Boabdil was taken prisoner in the battle of Lucena: on his 
release, he was compelled to leave his child as a hostage for his 
fidelity to Ferdinand. After the conquest of his kingdom, this child 
was restored to him. 
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But worse than hostage child or monarch slave. 

Far worse than perils that prepare the grave. 

Oh ! biting bitter memory, made to feel 

The canting condescension of Castille ! 

Thrice welcome fight were every foeman there ; 

To slay is mercy where 'tis sin to spare. 

'Twere sweet to drench the plain with Christian blood, 

E'en though her child's were mingling in the flood. 

Appalling thought I and less a mother's part 

Than fiend's, — Morayma's was not woman's heart ! 60 

Tis darkest midnight ! at Almeria's gate 

Some fifty Moorish spears are seen to wait, 

Impatient of delay, till, borne with speed, 

A warrior-chieftauQi spurs his Arab steed. 

Leads in advance o'er unfrequented pass, 

And many a mountain steep, and deep morass ; 

Yet pausing cautious on each conquered height, 

As fearing lurking foe might furnish fight. 

Nor stays that speeding chief his hot career, 

Till, dimly seen, a city's walls appear ; 70 

Alone he nears the gate, '* 'Tis I, your King !" 

Yields the aw'd guard, and through th' Albaycin ring 

Shouts for Boabdil! torches fling their flame, — 

The fickle thousands clamour forth his name, — 
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Flash cimeterB in every path, — 'tis done, — 
EL Zagal flies, — and Granada is won ! 

Twas nobly dared, Boabdil, — such brave deed 

Might well claim peaceful pleasures for its meed. 

But, no! thy days are fated, doom'd to feel 

That seeming friendship wears the sharpest steel. 80 

E'en now Castilia's sons are arm'd for strife. 

And her keen sword suspended o'er thy life. 

Meanwhile the crowded courts with clamours ring, 

Impatient Moslems wait their new-found King, 

And hope the morrow's fight; and for their Queen 

Bid loud and gallant greetings come between. 

All love Mora3rma, — taught each fiery soul 

To soar on high or stoop to her control. 

In her bright eye they read their granted prayer, 

The fight, the foe defeated met them there ; 90 

On her first glance a thousand glories hung. 

And Christian captives trembled on her tongue. 

'' Moslems :'' — ^you might have deem'd that midnight sleep 

Was on the host, their silence was so deep : — 

" Moslems, gird on thy swords, — a glorious day 

^' Dawns on the sons of Faith, — to arms, away! 

^* The foe and triumph wait us on the plain ! 

*^ Castille and mercy sue the Moor in vain ! 
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" Arm, arm for fight,— when beams the earliest ray 

" Of Victory's morn,— haste, Moslems, haste, away ! *' 100 

She said, and thousand shouts respond, — afar 

Re-echoed clamours tell the tale of war : 

And there are hearts that beat, but not to peace, 

No joy for them till those wild clamours cease : 

No heart to soothe their grief, nor hand to save 

From living death far darker than the grave ; 

No sweet companioned voice to cheer despair, 

To bid believe that Hope may visit there. 

What though responding wildly to his own, 

Full many a brother-captive lifts his moan ; 110 

Bearing the solace all the sad may wear, 

That other hearts are victims to despair ; 

It was a thought too selfish for relief, 

Too doubtful succour for a Christian's grief ! 

But the last shout that tells the Moslems part, 

Falls a faint hope upon the captive's heart. 

'TIS day-break ! and th' AUhambra's courts are clear, — 

The faint-grown war-cry dies upon the ear. 

One burning thought, one hope informs the whole, 

To deal the deep-set vengeance of their soul 120 

On proud Castillo, — each danger bravely dare — 

To fall, if such their fate, but not — to spare ;— 
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And he, their King, is there, Morayma's lord, 

A new-bom hero at Morayma's word ! 

Sham'd into courage for the coming plain. 

Then lapse to the efifeminate again. 

Perchance that, born beneath a luckless star,* 

Fate seemed suspended on the breath of war; 

Or doom'd, if life were spared, to court new strife. 

Once more fear death, yet live the coward's life. 130 

Not his the soul by patriot impulse led 

To realize the theme such whispering fed. 

But more a desperate thought that passed with fight 

And shunning glory as a scene too bright. 

Whatever his hopes or fears, he firmly stood 

The shock, nor dared be coward if he would, 

Whatever the current of his thought — the foe 

Grave but brief space for such to ebb or flow — 



* The Moorish king was designated Boabdil £1 Zogojbi, (the 
Unlucky,) and traly the history of his life confirms to the fall the title 
given him at his birth. Throned and dethroned at the pleasure of 
his fickle subjects of Granada, the friend or the foe of Ferdinand, as 
fortune favoured or forsook him, his life was a scene of alternate 
hope and disappointment. He was by no means destitute of courage 
when roused to the straggle, bat the difiSculty was to rouse him. He 
was more enamoured of the soft pleasures of the AUhambra palace, 
than of the dangeroas and doubtful glories of the field. 
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Castille came pressing on the Moorish van, 

The work of war — the deadly feud hegan — 140 

Borne to the fight hy ardours scarce his own, 

Boabdil fiercest in that conflict shone. 

While showering darts the ceaseless crossbows pour, 

Hovers a second triumph o'er the Moor. 

Now speeds the work of death — now eager drain 

Contending spears the richest blood of Spain ; 

No mercy asked or hoped — *twas darkness gave 

The hated life that mercy would not save. 

To meet with coming day severer doom, 

And swell the Moslem's train of triumph home. 150 

The red-cross standard droops — the Christians yield — 

In dread confusion quit the vanquished field. 

Oh ! day of darkness for Castille ! her brave. 

Her glory buried in that mountain grave ! 

Her splendour dimmed — her spoiled and routed camp — 

Her freedom bartered for the dungeons damp. 

Well might the Moslems' shout, whose echoes stole 

From court to cell, strike misery to the soul ! 

On captive's ear, the victor cries that fell, 

Told how the fight had worn too eloquently well ! 160 

There are bright moments when the eye will speak. 
And inward feeling rose the outward cheek ; 
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So spake Morayma^s glance upon her lord, 

So flush'd her cheek as conquest ^aved her sword ; 

The clanking chain was music to her ear, 

And her smile brightened to the captive's tear ; 

Unheeded the loud moan — the fervent prayer, 

The asking eye were all unpitied there ; 

More welcome moans to her, that they came forth 

From those who claimed Castilia for their birth ; 170 

More welcome tears of anguish, that they laved 

The cheek of Christian to the Moor enslaved. 

No woman's weakness dimmed the pride that shone 

On each lit feature for that battle won; 

No idle thought of what their hearts must feel, 

Whose every sigh was wafted to Castille : — 

Fond hopes defeated and a lost lov'd home — 

And a long dark captivity to come ! 

Not such Morayma's care — but as her eye 

Fell on the sorrowing train, slow pacing by, 180 

Twas joy to think how chains would bring remorse 

To souls that spum'd the Crescent for the Cross. 

Oh ! for those purer days, when Freedom's call, 
That sounds so sw6et to most, shall sound to all. 
When man, whate'er his colour, creed, or clime, 
Shall see such heav'n-born blessing grow to time ; 
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When the heart sanctions what the lips proclaim, 

And man grows Christian who now wears the name ; 

When the glad hoon from pole to pole shall fly. 

And the whole world awake to liherty ! 190 

Ah ! for the bom beneath a fated clime, 

Unsooth'd by blessing, yet unstain'd by crime, 

Whose only sin is to be bom a slave ! . 

Whose only hoped deliverance is the grave ! 

No light to cheer the heart or chase the gloom, 

A thankless service and a hopeless doom. 

A duty stem enforced and sullen paid, 

And toils the thought of mercy never sway'd ; 

And are there none to succour, none to save. 

From two-fold curse, the master and the slave ? 200 

The last to wear the fetters should be first 

To free his fellow from a fate so curst : 

The free themselves must not be slow to save, 

Lest Freedom seem to be herself a slave ! 

There is a chain, that reaching from our birth, 
Links all the sweetest sympathies of earth 
In one vast brotherhood blends all mankind- 
Binds man to man, his country, and his kind. 
The strain that wins to friendship's soft control — 
The love that wakes to patriot thought the soul — 210 
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The softest passion that o'ersways the heart-— 

The fondest of our life and last to part-- 

The voice that calls the warrior to the plain— 

The hope that lures him to his home again ; 

These all are sweet to man — hut not the ties 

Of earth that in such sweet succession rise, 

Not friend to friend — nor Love with his sweet smile 

To mutual love — to man his native soil — 

Nor home to hope — nor battle to the brave — 

Are half so sweet as Freedom to the slave ! 220 

When life was chain-less, and the beauteous heav*n 

That smiles on all, to Manuel's* gaze was giv*n, 

In those blest days, ere hush'd to prisoned sleep, 

Hope shared his rambles o'er Sierra's steep ; 

The world to him was Eden, and its beam 

Of joy played sweetly on his life's young dream. 

His days were Freedom — ^heart, and hope, and thought, 

Seem'd instinct with the blessing birth had brought ; 

His life was fetter'd, and the chain'd control 

That spoiled his freedom '^ entered in his soul." 230 

* Manuel was one of the brothers of De Leon, Marquis of Cadiz, 
one of the bravest and the best of the followers of Ferdinand in his 
Cmsade against the Moors. Mannel, with two of his brothers, fell 
in the memorable defeat of the mountains of Malaga. The poem 
spares his life, but takes him prisoner. 

B 
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To breathe the air of liberty, and be 

More blest because ye kitow that ye are free ; 

To mingle with the great and good, and own 

The bliss permitted to such worth alone ; 

To gather glory 'round ye, and be told 

Such blessing is the birthright of the bold: 

Oh, this is boon to man ! but if the brave 

From free-bom glories Ml to fetter'd slave ; — 

If early joys, the dearest to the good. 

Be sudden changed to' dungeoh'd solitude ; — 240 

It is not marvel, if the warrior-soul 

Be bowed beneath such stem and dark control. 

So Manuel's life — a mom that broke to fieime 

A noon of glory — ^but a night of shame ! 

Time wore away — a slow and sad farewell 

To him who marks its flight from donjon cell ; 

No solace bore the breaking of the mom. 

Save that it told another day was gone. 

On sudden dawn'd a hope — 'twas scarce a reed 

Whereon to lean in misery's utmost need ; 250 

But where life's tree of fruitfulness is bare, 

So 'reft of hope, the wretched grasp at air — 

The day had died away — its last beam fell. 

And ere it parted, flung its faint farewell. 
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Making despair more desolate — and night 
Came soft preceded by the young star-light ; 
Seem'd his quick ear some gentle sound to meet— 
It must be woman's voice that fell so sweet ! 
And ere it ceased, some hurried footstep fell, 
And its faint echo died tipon the cell ; 260 

But whether seraph-form were flitting there, 
Or some unearthly music swept the air, 
Whatever the voice, the form his fancy caught. 
Their course was rapid as the flight of thought ; 
Nor though he lingered wakeful till the morn, 
Did that sweet spirit, that soft soimd return. 
Meantime flew mem'ry back to that dark scene, 
How sad to thought such shame had ever been ! 
When marshall'd forth, to glut Morayma's gaze, 
And list the sentence of his future days, 270 

There met his wandering glance a tearful slave, 
Twas beauty weeping for the captive brave ! 
Her eye still followed where the train mov'd slow, 
The only heart that bled for other's wo. 
He nurs'd the thought awhile, and lov'd it well, 
Till pride came forth and feeling fled the cell ; 
But time, and his long solitude combined. 
Had chastened pride and tamed a soaring mind. 
Now Fancy ruled the thought with busy theme. 
And Memory strove to realize her dream, 280 

b2 
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While Love, though yet an infant in his growth, 

Fed with a feeble hand the flame of both. 

He deemed, his life to such dark fate resigned, 

That love was sent a '' sabbath to the mind/' 

A boon to bid be calm the troubled breast, 

For all the toils of thought, a blessing and a rest ! 

Was this the beauteous slave that blessed his sight ? 

The Moslem-maid the vision of the night? 

The thought grew welcome that the ills he bore 

Had wakened interest in the gentle Moor! 290 

And ill he brook'd its lazy flight till day 

Bore from his gaze. its tedious length away; 

But busy hope came beating at his heart. 

When growing twilight bade the day depart. 

Twas at this moment— list! the gentle strain. 

The whispered music sweeps the air again ! 

And the light fairy form — " Yes, yes, 'tis she ! 

'' And love is on her step and liberty !" 

" Stranger," — ^her voice fell thrilling every vein, 

While drank his listening ear the softened strain,— 300 

** Stranger, my heart misgives me, lest the deed, 

'* Perchance too bold, be met by fitting meed ; 

'^ Yet more it beats to trembling that a zeal 

'' So warm should peril him it bums to heal ; 

'' But most that heart will bleed if maiden shame, 

'* Dearest to woman, suffer in its fame. 
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'' Oh ! stranger-K^hiefy if woes so keen as thine 

^' Win quick compassion from a heart like mine ; 

'' A heart that, tutored hy its own despair,* 

'^ Would strive to heal the woes that others wear; 310 

'^ Reproach me not!— or if such feeling live 

" Within thy hreast — reproach, but, oh ! forgive!" 

Her hands were clasped, and seemed her eye to wear 

Beseechii^ look accordant with her prayer. 

His heart were cold indeed that took not part 

In her sweet grief — ^not such was Manuel's heart. 

'^ To what dark fate this deed of mercy lead, 

'^ On what sad fruit it may be mine to feed, 

'^ So thou be safe, — ^to thee my heart will turn, 

** With one remembrance all my bosom bum. 320 

'^ The foe has tamed my pride, and chafed my mood, 

'< And my life worn with lengthened solitude; 

** But though that life be chained, my soul is free, 

'' Free to avenge my wrongs, and thine, and thee ; 

** When borne, if ever borne, on Freedom's gale, 

'< The voice that bids me to my native vale.*^* 

" Brave chief, that voice — but yield not to despair — 
** Where Zeldahf bids, be hope and sprit there; — 



• « Non ignara,'' &c. &c. 

t Save the circomstaiices alluded to in page 56, the incidents re- 
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" We meet again— farewell!" He would. have stayed, 

With one fond look of Ipye, the parting maid, 33a 

But she had glided by; — the captive's Cell — 

The warder's court — the sleeping sentinel 

She passed ; — a moment more— her light step falls 

Where Moslem slaves are minglingin the halls; 

Her smile as sweet as if to inward smurt, 

Belying smiles, were preying at her heart. 

But thought had travelled back to that lone cell 

Where the sad sigh of captive valour fell ; 

And if some memory of the form that met 

Her pitying gaze, in manliest moulding set, 340 

The grace that marked the bearing of the brave, — 

The soul that spoke the noble in the slave; — 

If such conviction gave compassion speed,-— . 

There are young hearts that will forgive tiie deed ! 

Where beauty blooms beneath a southern ciun, 

Young Zeldah's cheek its brightest beam had wo&; 

And the dear playmates of her home confessed 

Her form the fairest— for they loved her best. 

Her heart was sweet contentment, and it gave 

The charm that joys life's pathway to the grave. 350 



corded of Zeldah and Manuel— the visit to the cell — the liieditated 
flight, &c. &c. &c. are the creation of the poem. 
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Free as her mountainrbreeze her spirit played, 

And daily blessings gathered to the maid. 

Her life so gifted, and her home so loved, . 

Beyond its homided bliss hope never roved. 

But beanty ever blooms the spoiler's prey, 

As storms sweep fiercest where the sunbeams play. 

Erewhile, when Battle's stentor-voice was mute. 

And Peace, that spread, the banquet, reaped the fruit— 

When war had hushed awhile its thunder-peal, 

And sofiter passions ruled in fair Castille, — 360 

Moor rose on Moor, and other strifes away. 

Bold brother chieftains l)attled for the sway; 

Till worn and worsted by th' unnatural fray, 

Castilia claimed the weakest for her prey. 

Twas in such desperate struggle, when the ties 

Of blood were forfeit to the dearer prize, 

Carmona bowed beneath a keener bkide, 

And Zeldah, borne away a captive :maid. 

To that dread day when wakeful memory flew. 

That day of darkness sadly met her view ; 370 

The hope that lighted every eye, the tear 

That dimmed her own as doubtful fight drew near ; 

Her father's last embrace, ere bravely borne 

To that lost plain whence few had met return. 

Stole to that scene of strife her daily thought, 

That parent's breast with keenest anguish fraught — 



24 THE LAST SIGH OF THE MOOR. 

His mountain-fortress captive, and his child 

The helpless victim to a foe so wild. 

To such dark memory Zeldah loved to cling. 

Though this the only solace thought could hring. 380 

It was not fteedom, though at will she roved, 

Parted from all who loved her, all she loved. 

The outward frame to no restraint confined, 

There yet may hang a chain upon the mind ; 

Though every limh and every thought he free. 

The soul will sicken to captivity ;— - 

Meantime the thirst for freedo^n half forgot. 

Less sorrowed Manuel o'er his captive lot ; 

He well nigh deemed that solace such as this 

Had made his misery wear the form of bliss. 390 

But where was ground for hope ? what Zeldah's power ? 

What friend to aid in peril's darkest hour ? 

And wherefore such deep interest — and for him ? 

To reason's eye the glass of hope grew dim. 

** Could it be love ? what will not woman dare, 

*^ When such imperious passion rules the &ir ? 

'* Ah no! but be what hope it may that feeds 

** Her gentle breast— I follow where she leads." 

They met again that eve ; faint vigils keep 

Those generous warders who are paid to sleep. 400 
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Though hrief of space the harried interview, 

More Manuel loved — but love less hopeful grew ;— 

For Zeldah feigned or felt a distant air. 

That seemed to chide what thoughts were latent there. 

As though the act and motive disagreed, 

And meant the manner to chastise the deed. 

But yet she spake of meditated flight. 

Of toils to be endured with coming light-— 

Himself her sole companion the long day, 

Her guide and guard to friends &r, far away. 410 

He poured his grateful heart — nor all forbore 

To speed the doubt his anxious bosom bore: — 

'' Say, generous maid, perchance yon Moorish chief 

<< Wears a sweet spell to soothe thy captive grief — 

" Thou lov'st the Moor ?"— " Ah no ! 'tis Victory's part 

<< To spoil our freedom but not slave our heart : — 

'^ Allah be praised ! our wills at least are free, 

'^ And unchained hearts still beat to liberty ! 

'^ There flows in Zeldah's vein too rich a blood; 

'' And Zeldah's heart is where the mountain-flood 420 

*^ Rolls past her mountain home: — no, chieftain, no! 

'* Such doubt were kindlier spared," — and on her brow 

Spreads the deep scarlet that is wont to glow 

When some injurious thought assails the heart, 

And the hurt spirit reddens to the smart. 
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When the heart sanctions what the lips proclaim, 

And man grows Christian who now wears the name ; 

When the glad boon from pole to pole shall fly, 

And the whole world awake to Liberty ! 190 

Ah ! for the bom beneath a fated clime, 

Unsooth'd by blessing, yet unstain'd by crime, 

Whose only sin is to be bom a slave ! . 

Whose only hoped deliverance is the grave ! 

No light to cheer the heart or chase the gloom, 

A thankless service and a hopeless doom. 

A duty stem enforced and sullen paid, 

And toils the thought of mercy never sway'd ; 

And are there none to succour, none to save. 

From two-fold curse, the master and the slave ? 200 

The last to wear the fetters should be first 

To free his fellow from a fate so curst : 

The free themselves must not be slow to save, 

Lest Freedom seem to be herself a slave ! 

There is a chain, that reaching from our birth. 

Links all the sweetest sympathies of earth 

In one vast brotherhood blends all mankind— 

Binds man to man, his country, and his kind. 

The strain that wins to friendship's soft control — 

The love that wakes to patriot thought the soul — 210 
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The softest passion that o'ersways the heart— 

The fondest of our life and last to part— 

The voice that caUs the warrior to the plain— 

The hope that lures him to his home again ; 

These all are sweet to man — hut not the ties 

Of earth that in such sweet succession rise, 

Not friend to friend — nor Love with his sweet smile 

To mutual love — to man his native soil — 

Nor home to hope — nor battle to the brave — 

Are half so sweet as Freedom to the slave ! 220 

When life was chain-less, and the beauteous heav*n 

That smiles on all, to Manuel's* gaze was giv*n, 

In those blest days, ere hush'd to prison'd sleep, 

Hope shared his rambles o'er Sierra's steep ; 

The world to him was Eden, and its beam 

Of joy played sweetly on his life's young dream. 

His days were Freedom — ^heart, and hope, and thought, 

Seem'd instinct with the blessing birth had brought ; 

His life was fetter'd, and the chain'd control 

That spoiled his freedom ** entered in his soul." 230 

* Manael was one of the brothers of De Leon, Marquis of Cadiz, 
one of the bravest and the best of the followers of Ferdinand in his 
Cmsade against the Moors. Manuel, with two of his brothers, fell 
in the memorable defeat of the mountains of Malaga. The poem 
spares his life, but takes him prisoner. 

B 
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To breathe the air of liberty, and be 

More blest because ye kium that ye are free ; 

To mingle with the great and good, and own 

The bliss permitted to snch worth alone ; 

To gather glory 'round ye, and be told 

Such blessing is the birthright of the bold : 

Oh, this is boon to man ! but if the brave 

From free-bom glories fall to fetter'd' slave ; — 

If early joys, the dearest to the good. 

Be sudden changed to' dungeoto^d solitude ; — 240 

It is not marvel, if the warrior-soul 

Be bowed ben^atli snch stem and dark control. 

So Manuel's life — a mom that broke to fiame 

A noon of glory — but a night of shame ! 

Time wore away — a slow and sad farewell 

To him who marks itd flight from donjon cell ; 

No solace bore the breaking of the mom, 

Save that it told another day was gone. 

On sudden dawn'd a hope — 'twas scarce a reed 

Whereon to lean in misery's utmost need ; 250 

But where life's tree of j&uitfulness is bare. 

So 'reft of hope, the wretched grasp at air — 

The day had died away — its last beam fell. 

And ere it parted, flung its faint farewell. 
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Making despair more desolate — and night 
Came soft preceded by the young star-light ; 
Seem'd his quick ear some gentle sound to meet — 
It must be woman's Toice that fell so sweet ! 
And ere it ceased, some hurried footstep fell, 
And its faint echo died upon the cell ; 260 

But whether seraph-form were flitting there, 
Or some unearthly music swept the air, 
Whate'er the voice, the form his fancy caught, 
Their course was rapid as the flight of thought ; 
Nor though he lingered wakeful till the mom. 
Did that sweet spirit, that soft sound return. 
Meantime flew mem'ry back to that dark scene. 
How sad to thought such shame had ever been ! 
When marshaird forth, to glut Morayma's gaze. 
And list the sentence of his future days, 270 

There met his wandering glance a tearful slave, 
'Twas beauty weeping for the captive brave ! 
Her eye still followed where the train mov*d slow, 
The only heart that bled for other's wo. 
He nurs'd the thought awhile, and lov'd it well, 
Till pride came fortih and feeling fled the cell ; 
But time, and his long solitude combined. 
Had chastened pride and tamed a soaring mind. 
Now Fancy ruled the thought with busy theme. 
And Memory strove to realize her dream, 280 

b2 
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While Love, though yet an infant in his growth, 

Fed with a feeble hand the flame of both. 

He deemed, his life to such dark fate resigned, 

That love was sent a '^ sabbath to the mind/* 

A boon to bid be calm the troubled breast, 

For all the toils of thought, a blessing and a rest ! 

Was this the beauteous slave that blessed his sight ? 

The Moslem-maid the vision of the night? 

The thought grew welcome that the ills he bore 

Had wakened interest in the gentle Moor! 290 

And ill he brook'd its lazy flight till day 

Bore from his gaze. its tedious length away; 

But busy hope came beating at his heart. 

When growing twilight bade the day depart. 

'Twas at this moment — list! the gentle strain, 

The whispered music sweeps the air again ! 

And the light fairy form — " Yes, yes, 'tis she ! 

^' And love is on her step and liberty !" 

" Stranger," — her voice fell thrilling every vein, 

While drank his listening ear the softened strain,-— 300 

'' Stranger, my heart misgives me, lest the deed, 

^' Perchance too bold, be met by fitting meed ; 

** Yet more it beats to trembling that a zeal 

^' So warm should peril him it bums to heal ; 

'' But most that heart will bleed if maiden shame, 

'* Dearest to woman, suffer in its fame. 
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<< Oh ! stranger-chief, if woes so keen as thine 

^' Win quick compassion from a heart like mine ; 

" A heart that, tutored hy its own despair,* 

<< Would strive to heal the woes that others wear; 310 

'^ Reproach me not!-— or if such feeling live 

" Within thy hreast — reproach, hut, oh ! forgive!" 

Her hands were clasped, and seemed her eye to wear 

Beseeching look accordant with her prayer. 

His heart were cold indeed that took not part 

In her sweet grief— not such v^as Manuel's heart. 

'' To what dark fate this deed of mercy lead, 

^' On what sad fruit it may he mine to feed, 

'^ So thou he safe, — to thee my heart will turn, 

** With one remembrance all my bosom bum. 320 

'* The foe has tamed my pride, and chafed my mood, 

** And my life worn with lengthened solitude; 

*' But though that life be chained, my soul is free, 

'* Free to avenge my wrongs, and thine, and thee ; 

*^ When borne, if ever borne, on Freedom's gale, 

'' The voice that bids me to my native vale/' 

" Brave chief, that voice — ^but yield not to despair — 
'^ Where S^ldahf bids, be hope and sjHrit there; — 

* *' Non igoara,'' &c. &c. 

t Save the circamstances alluded to in page 56, the incidents re- 



32 THE LAST SIGH OF THE MOOR. 

Oh ! when the warriorHMml, that once was free, 

Has long-time groan'd to its captivitj, 

^Vllen e'en the memory of life's joy is lost, 

If sudden hope his nigged path has crossed, 

If one faint gleam has shone on freedom's night, 580 

And the lone captive caught the flickering light ; 

His eye beams brightly to the new-found bliss, 

Past hours of pain are well repaid by this, 

Bounds his light heart to some remembered sound, 

But, lo I falls darkness suddenly around ! 

The feeble light that cheer'd him is no more. 

And his lone life grows lonelier than before. 

So Manuel mused upon the chequered past, 

That meteor-flame whose shining failed so fast, 

Thus daily more and more to blackness grew, 590 

Those fetter'd days that erst so darkly flew^- 

The thought was madness, what was Zeldah's &te? 

Her heart how tortured and her woes how great ? 

Morayma for her guard, the hope ¥^as brief 

That mercy's ear would list the plaint of grief; 

A dark distrust, that fiend in female garb 

Would point her weapons with a venom'd barb. 

Till, worn her struggling heart, and hope grown dim. 

Her life be made the forfeit — and for him ! 
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To themes like these would daily musing rove, 600 

They pained reflection, but they quicken'd love. 

His second bondage passed sullen and slow, 

As tide-bound vessels when the rough winds blow. 

Impelled by some fond memory, when the day 

Died in its dark despondency away, 

His eye would brighten to the deepening gloom, 

And his worn heart some earlier hope resume, — 

Zeldah came imaged to his fancy's gaze. 

And sweetly spake of other happier days ; 

His cheated ear hung raptured on the theme, 610 

And his heart cherished the delusive dream : 

But Zeldah came not then— each morning's light 

Dispelled the dream that still returned with night. 

His bounded freedom was a court whose side 

Rose high in air and human step defied ; 

No sound might pierce it, and no courage dare 

Scale heights that frown'd defiance and despair. 

One tranquil mom it chanced, when thought was giv'n 

To earlier day, by busy memory driv'n. 

Sudden there met his ear a whizzing sound, 6'20 

An arrow fell, and fastened in the ground ; 

Ranged o'er his mind a rapid change of thought- - 

What hand had hurled it, and what fate it brought ? 

Awhile there fell a horror on his heart, — 

That weapon flew to play prophetic part ! 
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His mountain-fortress captive, and his child 

The helpless victim to a foe so wild. 

To such dark memory Zeldah loved to cling, 

Though this the only solace thought could bring. 380 

It was not freedom, though at will she roved, 

Parted from all who loved her, all she loved. 

The outward firame to no restraint confined. 

There yet may hang a chain upon the mind ; 

Though every limb and every thought be free. 

The soul will sicken to captivity ;— - 

Meantime the thirst for freed<»n half forgot. 

Less sorrowed Manuel o'er his captive lot ; 

He well nigh deemed that solace such as this 

Had made his misery wear the form of bliss. 390 

But where wqb ground for hope ? what Zeldah's power ? 

What friend to aid in peril's darkest hour ? 

And wherefore such deep interest — and for him ? 

To reason's eye the glass of hope grew dim. 

^^ Could it be love ? what will not woman dare, 

^' When such imperious passion rules the fair ? 

'' Ah no! but be what hope it may that feeds 

'' Her gentle breast— I follow where she leads." 

They met again that eve ; faint vigils keep 

Those generous warders who are paid to sleep. 400 
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At times the thought would rise, — should dondless life, 
And days of peace atone its former strife, 
Might all be his, an ardent spirit priz'd, 
And ey'ry fondest hope be realis'd ; 
That Freedom, for whose gift he oeas^esa prf^*d. 
And scarce less dear to life— ^^ Moslem maid ! — 
He mus*d ! what peace such mutual passion bore ? 
What hop'd communion Christian held with Moor ? 
E'en, if the love so quick that kindled there, 660 

Clinging to hope, as bondage to despair ; 
If that fond love With fond return were blest. 
And Zeldah nurs'd such passion . in her breast ; 
Alas I what web of misery would be wove ! 
MThat poison lurk beneath the wings of love ! 
But still fond musings travelled to their source,— 
Still fancy rov'd, and love still shap*d its course. 
Awhile, a loftier thought his soul pursu'd, 
That hallow'd love, and peopled solitude. 
'' What I if this Moorish maid," exclahn'd the youth, 670 
'^ Were won to list the advocate of truth, 
** Renounce, at reason's voice, a faHae belief, 
'^ Her home-bom error, and her Prophet-Chief;— 
** If, on her darkened mind, should sudden dawn, 
'' Shedding a poreii light, a brighter morn, 
^' For holier hopes were.spum*d a faith so wild, 
" And Mecca's son abjured for Bethlehem's child ! — 

c2 
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But soon it passed*— while to the.flusbecLcfaeek gnms 

A smile that shiaes like noon-beanL'On <lie lose. 

It fell a sweet reproof on MaaBel'S' breast^ 

And hushed the dark oBgener^iit thought to vest. 

He sighed repentant, and her «oft dark eye 430 

Told that her moment anger had* passed lij>. 

" To-morrow, chief, remember l^-rshe is gone,»^ 

And his heart hangs upon thathope£al mom. 

" No, no!" exclaimed the ^ief, ^her heart is fi*ee, 

^* ^ And at her mountain4iomeV-< she loves not me— 

'^ Her imscathed bosom ne'er such feeling bore, 

'^ She less loves Manuel than sbeloadies the Moor — 

'' The spark is struck for freedQm--4t were sin 

'' To sigh 4hat not by love 'tis ushered in." 

Pride rose upon the thought,. <bb hskcy roved, 440 

And held communion with the sceneft he loved ;. 

That home whose walls the Guadalquiver laves. 

Taught from old time to stem its boldest waves : 

Friends, kindred, country, rush'd upon his thought, 

And that last fatal field so bravely fought. 

So hallowed was their memory to his heart. 

No lighter hopes of love might bear a part» 

Save that if joys so pure to hope were given, 

Hope, the sweet visitant firom bounteous Heav'n ; 

Twas Zeldah pointed to the path that led 450 

To scenes so bright— these Zelddhjirst had fed, 
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More firm to brave, more patient to endure 

The mountain toil, — the dangerous pass secure, 

Than Leon, brother of the brave, who fell 

Unblest with death, — his destiny the cell ! 

Too well remembered was that mountain fray, 

When night fell lowering on the hard-fought day ; 

When fortune, wont to smile, had chasten'd down 

Castilian pride, and worn her fiercest frown,— 

Came back to Memory, sorrowing o'er the scene 710 

That brother borne the hostile ranks between ; — 

And ere his arm could aid, the pressing foe. 

The growing numbers, the disabling blow ! 

And, last and worst, the rider-less wild steed. 

Unconscious messenger of ruthless deed ! 

No marvel, Leon's breast such sadness wore, 

And bum'd to wreak its vengeance on the Moor ! 

But what was Zeldah's fate ? what new-bom wo 

Had taught the stream of life more sad to flow ? 

Faint were the hopes by Mercy fed, between 720 

A helpless Monarch and a heartless Queen. 

But not Morayma's voice nor utmost hate 

Could win Boabdil to mature her fate. 

No ! hope still harbour'd in his breast ; and love 

Won er the heart that vengeance could not move. 
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And most when curled her lip to proud disdain, 

Sought the fond chief her sullen lo^e to gain ; 

Twas thus M orayma*s voice that most prevailed 

In others' i^, for Zeldah's ruin failed. 

All calm the Monarch, and the Queen all hate, 480 

On hearts so formed no union*d thoughts could wait; 

He loved the gentle slave, hut feared the Queen, — 

And hence the scorn that gathered to her mien. 

Morayma knew the truth, nor sought accord, 

But hated Zeldah that she swayed her Lord. 

And much she counselled that the maid should part, 

Ransom'd his child, and healed the father's heart. 

But failing this, her mercy for the slave. 

She vowed her vengeance on the captive hrave ; 

And oft as Zeldah sued, her anger fell — 490 

Hence her lone visit to the captive cell — 

And hased on this the hope she held of flight 

And liberty to be with waking light. 

Broke bright and beautiful the mom, as sent 

To bless the captives in their bold intent ; 

A Moor in garb, though unabjured his vow, 

A Christain with the crescent on his brow. 

Came Manuel forth — but there were frowns that told 

The chieftain ill could brook the turban's fold. 
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Zeldah, her form and purpose undisguised, 500 

Yet weak to brave the venture she devised, 

Hope at her hearty but tremor in her eye, 

A fearless foot-fall, but a smothered sigh, 

Led on — 'twas strange to Manuel's thought — the guard, 

Whose ear erewhile was callous to reward. 

Intent on converse, held averted eye, 

As each came forth and passed unchallenged by. 

At Zeldah's spell, seemed savage natures chang'd; 

Some kindlier spirit o'er the city ranged ; 

They held their onward way, through gate and guard, 510 

No voice restrains them, and no steps retard. 

He well nigh deem'd, to meet some sudden fight, 

The Moors had parted e'er the dawn of light; 

So hushed to Manuel's ear each martial sound, 

Such strange unwonted stillness reigned around. 

Doubt passed away — they neared the latest post, 

Among the true to Zeldah, trusted most ; 

A smile, the first that decked her cheek that mom, 

A smile that e'en the happy might have worn. 

Fell from the blushing Zeldah on the chief, 520 

And bade a sweet and long farewell to grief. 

'* Hold ! speak ! who passes there ?" the warder cried, 

'^ A friend to Freedom," Zeldah quick replied ; 

'Twas strange, so Zeldah mus'd, where least she feared 

Opposing voice, first doubtful friend appeared ! 
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But oh ! the direful sound that met her ear-^ 

^' A friend to Freedom is no passport here !*' 

The blight that fell upon her hope and heart, 

As the stem guard was^ sudden seen to part ; 

And, worse than instant death, when speeding forth, 530 

Her heart all vengeance, and her eye all wradi^ 

Morayma, yes I Morayma met their view, 

Fixed the fell gaze— and forth the venom flew. 

" Thou only faithful guard — away ! begone ! 

'^ See speedy death on every dastard done ; 

^* Off with their traitor-heads, and high in air 

^' There let them bleach, and Treachery bid beware ! 

" Now, Moslems, to your work!" — ^the eager band 

Rush*d, at their queen's commandment, lance in hand, 

Athirst for Christian blood^'^ Hold, Moslems, hold! 540 

'' Such fate befits not cowards, but the bold. 

*^ Bear this deserter to yon distant keep, 

*' There let him dream away his life's long sleep ; 

^* A spot so desert and a scene so still 

*^ Will furnish many a sigh for far Seville. 

^' But hope not, captive, that a guard so blind, 

" A cell so boMess, or a slave so kind," 

'^ Hold, stem Morayma, hold !** the chieftain cried ; 
" Bow as thy vengeance may my warrior-pride. 
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Hioae white pavilions gtitt'ring to the sky. 
Attest, too true, the Santon's prophecy. 
And heard ye not, re-echoing to thine ear. 
War's thunder-voice ? thy fate is drawings oear ! 
Lo ! where the foe-man's gpath'ring thousands haste. 
Spoil where they speed, and lay thy Vega waste ; 
The beauteous Vega, blooming to bright skies, 
Sweet im^e of thy Prophet's paradise :" 
Whence, amid myriad pleasures thron'd above. 
He smiles upon the children of his love. 
Yield, hapless Queen ! no hopes on valour wait; 
Twere worse than madness to contend with fete! 
Castille, obedient to a voice divine, 
Speeds on — Oh ! make her offer'd mercy thine ! 



Bot say, what seraph come 
What new-born hopes thos 



to cheer Castille ? 
echoing shouts reveal I 



sal of the Moor to pay the cuBtoinary tribute to Castille ; whereupon 
ensued a fontj on the part of the Moorisli King, in which lie was 
suGceBsful. A holy Dervise dated the downtall of Granada from this 
" nutoward" victory, proclaiming " Wo ! wo! lo Granada?" 

■ II was the belief of the Moalem, tlial the paradlBe of hie Prophet 
iras in that part of the heavens inimediatel; over-haugiag bJe own 
utifal Granada. The surroanding plain, of vast extent and abound- 
in all the charms and fruiu of nalurc, whs called ' the Vega.' 
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But oh ! the direful sound that met her ear— 

'^ A friend to Freedom is no passport here !" 

The hlight that fell upon her hope and heart, 

As the stem guard waa sudden seen to part ; 

And, worse than instant death, when speeding forth, 530 

Her heart all vengeance, and her eye all wrath^ 

Morayma, yes! Morayma met thdr view. 

Fixed the fell gaze — and forth the venom flew. 

'' Thou only faithful guard — away ! hegone ! 

'^ See speedy death on every dastard done ; 

^* Off with their traitor-heads, and high in air 

^' There let tiiem hleach, and Treachery hid heware ! 

" Now, Moslems, to your work !" — ike eager hand 

Rush*d, at their queen's conmiandment, lance in hand, 

Athirst for Christian hlood*-^' Hold, Moslems, hold! 540 

'^ Such fate hefits not cowards, but the bold. 

^^ Bear this deserter to yon distant keep, 

*^ There let him dream away his life's long sleep ; 

'' A spot so desert and a scene so still 

" Will furnish many a sigh for far Seville. 

'* But hope not, captive, that a guard so blind, 

" A cell so boltless, or a slave so kind,' ' ' 

^' Hold, stem Morayma, hold !" the chiefitain cried ; 

" Bow as thy vengeance may my warrior-pride, 
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Fear on the foe, and Famine at his door, .< 840 

Last came Despair ;^one, iaithless ixk the- Moor, 

To Leon's tent repair*d at early night, : . 

And welcome tidings foUowM on hia flights i - 

'^ There was ahreach,'A be wM^r'd, ^^. newly -made, 

'' Below a moat, the foe might fearless wade ; : . 

^' A wall that feehle foot would fear. to scaler • 

'' But where Castilian hearts would never, fail, «^ 

'^ Were his the promise^of a meet reward, .^ 

^' But few were needed to surprize the. guard, : 

^' Secure the castle l-rr-hasten, to. the gate!-: : 850 

'' Let thousands.in, and leave. the rest to fate!. ' 

'* Famine would thus be cheated of. its prey,^ . 

'^ And the Moor humbled to. the Spaniard's sway/' 

It was a hope too welcome to.his hearty : , 

To need long doubting on the: chiefbon's part. 

The thought grew to his dream — the coming mom — 

Wqs pass'd in council — and with night were borne 

The stoutest hearts that beat.to glory's call, ... 

For fame or death ! to conquer or to fall ! 

It might be scarce believ'd, that, bred to strife- : 860 

And the fierce storms that ding to warrior life-?* . . 

The camp — ^the seige— the foray — and the fight — . : 

The cheers of conquest, and the cries of flight ! 

A host so nurtured in the din of war, 

'Twas strange — that, noiseless as their guiding star. 
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His mountain-fortress captive, and his child 

The helpless victim to a foe so wild. 

To such dark memory Zeldah loved to clii^, 

Though this the only solace thought could bring. 380 

It was not fipeedom, though at will she roved, 

Parted ^m all who loved her, all she bved. 

The outward frame to no restraint confined, 

There yet may hang a chain upon the mind ; 

Though every limb and every thought be free, 

The soul will sicken to captivity ;— 

Meantime the thirst for freed<»n half forgot. 

Less sorrowed Manuel o'er his captive lot ; 

He well nigh deemed that solace such as this 

Had made his misery wear the form of bliss. 390 

But where was ground for hope ? what Zeldah's power ? 

What friend to aid in peril's darkest hour ? 

And wherefore such deep interest — and for him ? 

To reason's eye the glass of hope grew dim. 

^* Could it be love ? what will not woman dare, 

'' When such imperious passion rules the fair ? 

'^ Ah no! but be what hope it may that feeds 

" Her gentle breast— I follow where she leads.*' 

They met again that eve ; faint vigils keep 

Those generous warders who are paid to sleep. 400 
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The world may deem this Glory's hright career, 
It has a murderous sound to Christian ear ! 

A deed so daring, and a fight so home, 

And painful thought of thousand ills to come ; 

His palace peopled by the spoiling foe, 

His riches plundered and his pride laid low ; 

No need of voice to wake Boabdil now, 

Morayma's spirit glowed upon his brow : 

In every breast the hope of vengeance stirred, 900 

Fast gathering troops grew hopeful at his word : — 

One thought arose for Zeldah — soon it fell — 

Armed for the foe he bade a brief farewell, 

And hurried to the strife — but pleading gaze. 

And kneeling guise the speeding monarch stays: — 

" Allah !" thus Zeldah prayed, " may Mercy shield 

*^ And bear Boabdil harmless from the field ; 

** But oh ! if darker destiny be thine, 

" If human efforts yield to will divine, 

^' Be brave Boabdil's latest thought to save, 910 

" Let Mercy soothe his pathway to the grave. — 

" One boon to Zeldah ere thy spirit part — 

" Bid Manuel live— and glad a captive's heart." 

<< Tis done as Zeldah wills," the Monarch cried ; 

" Castille defeated, Zeldah, school thy pride 
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But soon it passed«-«while to the.flusliedcfaeek gnmB 

A smile that shines Hke noon-beamon the lose. 

It fell a sweet reproof on MauaeVs breast^ 

And hushed the dark migener^kiis.thiNight Id lest. 

He sighed repentant, and her «oft d«rk eye 430 

Told that her moment anger had» passed bj* 

'* To-morrow, chief, remember V/rHshe is gone,t*«- 

And his heart hangs upon thathopefiil mora. 

" No, no!" exclaimed the <jhiefy *.her heart is firee, 

*^ ^ And at her mountain-homeV-tshe loves not me— 

" Her unscathed bosom iie'er such feeling bore, 

^' She less loves Manuel than she:IoaJhes the Moor — 

The spark is struck for freedom— 4t were sin 

To sigh ^hat not by love 'tis ushered in." 
Pride rose upon the thought,, as femcy roved, 440 

And held communion with the sceneftheloved ; 
That home whose walls the Guadalquiver laves. 
Taught from old time to stem its boldest waves: 
Friends, kindred, country, rush'd upon his thought, 
And that last fatal field so bravely fought. 
So hallowed was their memory to his heart. 
No lighter hopes of love might bear a part* 
Save that if joys so pure to hope were given, 
Hope, the sweet visitant from bounteous Heav'n ; 
Twas Zeldah pointed to the path that led 450 

To scenes so bright— these Zeldah y?rs^ had fed, 
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Still raged the fight — the work of carnage sped — 940 

The fearful cry of dying o'er the dead, 

A scene so dread, that scarce the hope it brought 

To Zeldah*s heart, could tranquillize her thought ; 

Nor knew the maid which most her horror fed, 

The shrieking dying, or the silent dead. 

The sternest struggle gathered to the gate. 

Where buoyed by various hope the numbers wait. 

The Moor, to stay the pressing foe — Castille, 

To dare what chance her fortune might reveal. 

Her gallant sons their first advantage keep, 950 

Wave Christain banners o'er the castle steep. 

While speed the clamorous conquerors where most 

Seemed succour aisked for the besieging host — 

Her heart all courage, where a hope appeared. 

There moved Morayma, there her presence cheered. 

Borne on the gale her voice was heard from far, 

To rouse the spiritless and wake the war — 

The Moslem fought, as man will ever fight. 

Ere Hope has plumed her wing for farewell flight ; 

Where vanquished, all he loves, at one fell Mow, 960 

Fades firom his hold, and passes to the foe — 

His home, his all suspended on the strife, 

And every tie he dearer holds than life. 
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But soon it passed^-^while to theflushed-cfaeek gnms 

A smile that shines Hke uoonrbeam^on the lose. 

It fell a sweet reproof on MauaeVs breast^ 

And hushed the dark uiigener^»iis thmight lo vest. 

He sighed repentant, and her «oft dark eye 430 

Told that her moment anger had< passed bj. > • 

" To-morrow, chief, remember l?-^he is gone,t*-- 

And his heart hangs upon thatliopefiil mora. 

" No, no!" exclaunedthei^iiiefy '.her heart is free, 

** ^ And at her mountain-home r-< she loves not me— 

'^ Her unscathed bosom ne'er such feeling bore, 

<< She less loves Manuel than shaloaliies the Moor — 

'^ The spark is struck for freedom — it were sin 

'^ To sigh ^hat not by love 'tis ushered in." 

Pride rose upon the thought,, as femcy roved, 440 

And held communion with the scenes; lie loved ; ; 

That home whose walls the Guadalquiver laves. 

Taught from old time to stem its boldest waves : 

Friends, kindred, country, rush'd upon his thought, 

And that last fatal field so bravely fought. 

So hallowed was their memory to his heart. 

No lighter hopes of love might bear a part» 

Save that if joys so pure to hope were given, 

Hope, the sweet visitant from bounteous Heav'n ; 

'Twas Zeldah pointed to the path that led 450 

To scenes so bright— these Zeldah y?rs^ had fed, 



THE LAST SIGH Op THE MOOR. 49 

There comes a God shall bring a richer famey 

A purer faith immortalize thy name ; 

There comes a God shall make thine own grow pale, 990 

Before whose bloodless triumphs all must quail ; — 

A boundless sway to other kings unknown, 

All <' earth his footstool/' and all '' heaven his throne!'' 

The brave in battle are the mild in peace ; 

Such, as he bade the voice of conflict cease, 

Shone Ferdinand— no deep and darkening scheme 

Of thirsting vengeance crossed his victor-dream— 

^Tis Mercy's sweet prerogative to save, 

And merc^ is but justice to the brave. 

The Moor had nobly borne the brunt of fight — 1000 

Not his such valorous deed to ill requite; — 

The life that courage won compassion gave — 

The Moor found pity where he feared a grave. 

^Twas pain to patriot heart to change a h<Mne 

So loved, for days of vassalage to come; 

'Twas doubly pain beneath the yoke to bow, 

A Moor to wear submission on his brow I 

But mercy soothed his fate, — the Moslem owned 

The victor's grace his stem award atoned ; 

Nor 'scaped the ready thought what bitterer grief 1010 

Were proud Castille's had victory blessed his chief. 

D 
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And moBt when curled her lip to proud disdain, 

Sought the fond chief her sullen lo?e to gain ; 

Twas thus Morayma*s voice that most prevailed 

In others' fall, for Zeldah's ruin failed. 

All calm the Monarch, and the Queen all hate, 480 

On hearts so formed no union*d thoughts could wait; 

He loved the gentle slave, but feared the Queen, — 

And hence the scorn that gathered to her mien. 

Morayma knew the truth, nor sought accord, 

But hated Zeldah that she swayed her Lord. 

And much she counselled that the maid should part, 

Ransom'd his child, and healed the father's heart. 

But failing this, her mercy for the slave. 

She vowed her vengeance on the captive brave ; 

And o& as Zeldah sued, her anger fell — 490 

Hence her lone visit to the captive cell — 

And based on this the hope she held of flight 

And liberty to be with waking light. 

Broke bright and beautiful the mom, as sent 

To bless the captives in their bold intent ; 

A Moor in garb, though unabjured his vow, 

A Christain with the crescent on his brow, 

Came Manuel forth — but there were frowns that told 

The chieftain ill could brook the turban's fold. 
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Zeldah, her form and purpose undisguised, 500 

Yet weak to brave the venture she devised, 

Hope at her hearty but tremor in her eye, 

A fearless foot-fall, but a smothered sigh. 

Led on — 'twas strange to Manuel's thought — the guard, 

Whose ear erewhile was callous to reiyard. 

Intent on converse, held averted eye, 

As each came forth and passed unchallenged by. 

At Zeldah*s spell, seemed savage natures chang'd; 

Some kindlier spirit o'er the city ranged ; 

They held their onward way, through gate and guard, 510 

No voice restrains them, and no steps retard. 

He well nigh deem'd, to meet some sudden fight, 

The Moors had parted e'er the dawn of light; 

So hushed to Manuel's ear each martial sound, 

Such strange unwonted stillness reigned around. 

Doubt passed away — they neared the latest post, 

Among the true to Zeldah, trusted most ; 

A smile, the first that decked her cheek that mom, 

A smile that e'en the happy might have worn, 

Fell from the blushing Zeldah on the chief, 520 

And bade a sweet and long farewell to grief. 

^^ Hold ! speak ! who passes there V* the warder cried, 

*^ A friend to Freedom," Zeldah quick replied ; 

Twas strange, so Zeldah mus'd, where least she feared 

Opposing voice, first doubtful friend appeared ! 
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But oh ! the direful sound that met her ear<p^ 

'^ A friend to Freedom is no passport here !" 

The hlight that fell upon her hope and heart, 

As the stem guard waa sudden seen to part ; 

And, worse than instant death, when speeding forth, 530 

Her heart all vengeance, and her eye all wradi^ • 

Morayma, yes! Moraymamet their view, 

Fixed the fell gaze — and forth the venom flew. 

" Thou only faithM guard — away ! hegone ! 

'^ See speedy death on every dastard done ; 

'^ Off with their traitor-heads, and high in air 

'' There let tiiem hleach, and Treachery hid heware ! 

** Now, MoslemJB, to your work !** — ^the eager band 

Rush*d, at their queen's commandment, lance in hand, 

Athirst for Christian hlood^'' Hold, Moslems, hold ! 540 

'' Such fate befits not cowards, but the bold. 

'' Bear this deserter to yon distant keep, 

^' There let him dream away his life's long sleep ; 

'' A spot so desert and a scene so still 

'^ Will furnish many a sigh for far Seville. 

'* But hope not, captive, that a guard so blind, 

" A cell so boltless, or a slave so kind,' ' * 

^^ Hold, stem Morayma, hold V* the chiefitain cried ; 

" Bow as thy vengeance may my warrior-pride, 
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'^ But spare, in mercy spare, this generons maid, 550 

" Such taunt will wound her more than Moorish blade ; 

" Mine is the sin — and, if thou wear'st the sway, 

" Bid thy retainers bear me hence away ! 

" The word — a soldier's life b on thy breath — 

^' He lothes the dungeon, but he fears not death : 

^* Oh, wear for once a woman's heart, and save 

** This guiltless maid*— but here be ManueFs grave !" 

'' Ah, no ! — such hated boon" — the maid exclaimed, 

'^ Peace, babbling slaves !"— and growing rage inflamed 

Morayma's cheek, ** such daring B{!;eech forbear, 560 

^' Let traitor-slaves more school'd demeanour wear. 

*^ Chief, thou hast prayed to die, and thou shalt live ; 

'' Such death were mercy more than Moslems give. 

" Put off this Moslem garb,— for that curst brow 

'' A branded cross were meet distinction now. 

** Moors, bear him hence— the donjon is his doom, 

^^ Its court his freedom, and itd cell his home ! 

'' Thou, Moslem slave, with me !''' — She passed along. 

Her path protected by the martial throng. 

The captives looked their fondest and their last, 570 

And, as their interchange of sorrow passed, 

Morayma gazed, with folded arm, the while. 

Her white lip curled with an exulting smile, 

That seemed to owe its triumph to the thought, 

What keen and cureless pangs herself had wrought ! 
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Thus to her long lost Manuel friendship grows, 1110 

And the glad stream in wonted channel flows. 

Brave Manuel loved them well,— hut o'er his hreast 

One softer feeling swayed and hushed the rest; 

One fond reflection held him in control, 

To first win Zeldah's heart, then save her soul ! 

It is the sweetest hope of ardent love 

To win the soul to purer thoughts above ; 

To bring conviction that the same bright heaven 

He hopes himself shall to his love be given ; — 

All its untroubled peace, its endless joyiSy 1 120 

That home, where nothing enters that alloys; — 

To cheer her through Time's pilgrimage, and be 

Her guide and guardian to Eteniity;-^^ 

To cleanse the soul of error's passing stain. 

And bring god-like similitude again; — 

To sow the seeds of peace, and hope of rest 

For toiling faith, — and bid both worlds be blest ; — 

This, this is love, the brightest joy that grows ; 

To life — the stream that most unruffled flows. 

What labour more can cheer earth's rude abode ? 1 130 

What work of man be dearer to his God ? 

Long time to first convictions Zeldah clung. 

And Faith matured remembered Faith when youngs 
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Mohammed was her God^ — to him were given 

All her yoimg heart, — her hope of hia bright heaven ! 

The Koran was her guide,— its glowing page 

Might well an unreflecting soul engage. 

It was not Zeldah,'s sin, that brighter light 

So late were poured on error's long dark night. 

It was her virtue now, such blessing giv<en» 1 HQ 

To wear a purer creed. and hope a better heaveii; . 

To make that faith her own, at whose behest 

Each angry passion jsoftens o'er the breast; 

Where strife is hushed and battle bid to cease; 

A faith, whose Prophet is the Prince of Peace ! 

To heed the wakening impulse deem'd divine, 

And bring Medina's sin to Salem's shrine. 

The Queen her teacher, and the gallant youth, 

Who wore her heart, the beacon-light to truth; 

When all around was Christian, — ^all she heard 1150 

And lov'd, breathed mention of the Christian word ; 

And faa away tho^e friends, whose strong control 

Would bid her pause, ere peril thus her soul ; 

No marvel Zeldah sighed her doubts away. 

Kneeled to the cross, and owned the holier sway. 

Gay stream the banners from the batter'd wall, 
And joy is busy in th' Allhambra's hall : 
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Lo! victor Spain arrayed in gaudiest gear! 

Her bravest sons, her loveliest maids are here ; 

Her warrior Sovereign, and her seraph Queen, 116(X 

To swell the triumph of that bridal scene ; 

While spread the clamours, gathering far and wide^ 

'^ All hail to Manuel and his convert bride," 

Trembles the bold confession on the breath, 

That gives the Christian Zeldah to the Faith : 

A Queen her sponsor and the Cross her creed. 

Her heart beats softened to the hallowing deed. 

Whose awful venture chastens o'er the pride, 

That else were glancing forth from ManueFs bride. 

Seems to her soul such sweet composiu-e given, 1170 

As wears, when storms are past, the calm blue heaven : 

Giving new bloom to beauty, and to love 

A pharm^ resembling most what angels wear above.* 



* Among the Moorish captives was a young infidel maiden of 
great beauty, who desired to become a Christian, and to remain in 
Spain. She had been inspired with the light of the true faith, 
through the ministry of a young man who had been a captive in 
Ronda. He was anxious to complete his good work by marrying 
her. The Queen (Isabella) consented to their pious wishes, having 
first taken care that the young maiden should be properly purified by 
the holy sacrament of baptism. — ^' Conquest of Granada/* vol. i. 
p. 278. 
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Far other thoughts, far darker prospects wait 

Yon host slow pacing through Elvira's gate ; 

Ah ! sadly tell the thousand pangs they feel, 

Those soul-drawn sighs, those looks that homeward steal. 

" Farewell," 'twas thus they mourned, " thou land of love; 

" To thee whatever hefall, where'er we rove, 

** Home of our hopes, that rose with earliest hreath, 1 180 

" The cradle and the sepulchre of faith ; 

'' To thee the fondest yearnings of our soul 

'' Shall turn as true as needle to the pole ; 

" Thou, vainly deemed the nurse of victor-life, 

" The ark to ride unharmed the waves of strife ; 

** Must thou, too, part? thy heauty and thy pride 

'' The prey of dark oppression's ruthless tide? 

'^ What though defeat has heen and death to come, 

" IVere less dishonour here to find our tomh. 

*' And was it crime to hid more closely cling 1190 

'' All the dear charities that life could hring ; 

*' To fondly fold each blessing to our heart, 

'' And idly dream they were not doom'd to part? 

*' Were these the deeds so fatal to the Moor ? 

*^ That brought the stem invader to our door ? 

'^ Were these the crimes that asked so harsh a doon^, 

'* A crippled freedom and a distant home ? 

" Farewell! farewell!" and tears responsive fell; 

" Land of our love! for ever fare thee well!" 
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Oh ! sad reproach such language must unpart ; ^ 120a 

It falls a curse on the hesieger's heart; 

It hids him gaze upon the care-worn cheek. 

The griefs in unfeigned eloquence that speak : 

Tlie famish'd form that speeds to its decay ; 

The human life receding fast away ; 

The wreck, — the ruin of that wastii^ storm,— 

These hid him rue his murders — and reform ! 

And are they gone, those days of JMEoorish pride; 

Past all the pomp to Moorish king allied ? 

Has one so fatal fight his glory shorn ? 1210 

And e'en the hope of Zeldah grown forlorn ? 

Yes ! he is there, so worldly chances fall, 

Boahdil, prisoner in his palace-hall.. 

There doom'd to learn, a scom'd and exil*d king. 

The conqueror's triumph is his captive's sting. 

To tread those halls of splendour, where of yore, 

Ere yet the days of glory were no more. 

The myriad as he passed in homage kneeled, 

And hailed him victor from some haitl fought field ; 

To sigh a captive where he smiled a king, 1220 

And welcomed all the worship slaves could hring : 

And, bitterer far, to see those honours grow 

A gathering heap of homage tp his foe, — 
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Oh ! these are trials few are doom'd to wear, 
Yet such the darkling fate that lowered there. 
TwEta Zeldah's generous will such had not been, 
^nd the fall'n sovereign spared so painful scene. 
.Amid the many faithful to the Moor, 
No breast than Zeldsib's kindher memory bore; 
Rose the retnembered bleBsing to her view. 
Her Manuel's Ufe to his compassion dtie. 
He Wed her well, and tell, ye gentle hearts, 
How pained is love when hope for ever puts. 
He loved her well, and Zeldah's bosom burned 
To Eoothe a love that might not be returned. 
Her heart was not her own to give, — but, moved 
To friendliest thoughts, she pitied where he loved. 
Looking her soul's forgiveness, sa she passed 
A piteous glance she threw, — it was her last. 



But heed ye not, defiance on her mien, 
That speaks her, if a captive, yet a Queen ? 
Aa telling that dark scowl upon her brow, 
A sovereign once is not a suppliant now? 
That triumph o'er the foe to one so wild 
Had been far dearer than her ransomed child ? 
Oh ! know ye not Morayma ? wears she not 
The some fierce glance that spoke a prouder bl ? 
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Revealing now, had murderouB means been given. 

Her path were speedier to her Prophet's heaven ! 

No boon, how sweet soe'er might mercy flow, 1250 

Were boon for her, if measured by the foe. 

And as they wind their course where seems to steal. 

In conscious sadness, their own calm Xenil ; 

While tears proclaimed the grief Boabdil bore. 

And sorrowing fell The last Sigh of the Moor.* 

No homeward glance her aching heart betrays. 

Unheard, her sighing after by-gone days. 

Fixed the stem gaze of her unyielding eye. 

Though home, and throne, and empire were gone by ; 

Save where Boabdil wept his sad fieirewell 1260 

To all he loved, — then sterner glances fell; 

As chiding coward thoughts too prone to feel. 

While all her own breathed curses on Castillo ! 

There yet was distant chance a gale might spring, 

And bear retrieving glory on its wing; 



* The point of view commanding the last prospect of Granada, is 
known among the Spaniards by the name of '' £1 ultimo Saspiro del 
Moro,*' or '' The last Sigh of the Moor." It was near this place 
that Boabdil made a formal surrender of his kingdom of Granada. 

t Porchena was the residence allotted to Boabdil by the mercy of 
Ferdinand ; but it would seem that his evli destiny pursued him 
even here, — the timid Moor was doomed to die in battle at last. 
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And, keen for carnage and a thirst for war, 

Porchena'sf sword atone, lost Granada ! 

Bright to the moment-vision glowed her eye, 

And her lip quivered as the hope flew hy ; 

Nor slept that thought, the favourit3 of her hreast, 1270 

Till life itself was lulled, with all its hopes, to rest. 



THE END. 
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